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Comfort ? comfort scorn'd of devils ! this is truth the
poet sings,
That a sorrow's crown of sorrow is remembering
happier things.
Drug thy memories, lest thou learn it, lest thy heart
be put to proof,
In the dead unhappy night, and when the rain is on
the roof.
Like a dog, he hunts in dreams, and thou art staring
at the wall,
Where the dying night-lamp flickers, and the shadows
rise and fall.
Then a hand shall pass before thee, pointing to his
drunken sleep,
To thy widow'd marriage-pillows, to the tears that
thou wilt weep.
Thou shalt hear the e Never, never/ whisper'd by the
phantom years,
And a song from out the distance in the ringing of
thine ears;
And an eye shall vex thee, looking ancient kindness
on thy pain.
Turn thee, turn thee on thy pillow: get thee to thy
rest again.
Nay, but Nature brings thee solace;  for a tender
voice will cry.
'Tis a purer life than thine;   a lip to  drain thy
trouble dry.
Baby lips will laugh me down : my latest rival brings
thee rest.
Baby fingers, waxen  touches, press me  from  the
mother's breast.